^ The Bflorie of 

And comes not in, ouer-ruldc by Prophecies, 

1 fearethe power of Percy is too weakc, 

To wage an inftant tryall with the King. 

Sir J&.Why,my good Lord, you need not fearc. 

There is Douglas , and Lord Adortiwer, 

Arch. HoyMortimer is not there. 

Sir M. But there is Adordake,Ver non, I .. Harry Percy , 

And there is my Lord oflVorcejler i a.x\& a head 
Of gallant warriours, noble Gentlemen. 

tAnh. A nd Co there is, but yet the King hath drawne 
The fpeciall head of all the land togesher. 

The Prince of Wales, Lord lohn of Lane after. 

The nobl eWeftmerland, and warlike Elm ; 

And many mo Coriuales, and deare men 
Of eftimation, and command in armes. 

Sir M. Doubt not my Lord,he ffialbe well oppos d> 

Arch . I hope no letfe; yet,needfull t’is to feare, 

And to preuent the worth Sir Michellftfctd : 

For if Lord Percjthriue not ere the King 
Difmirte his power, he meanes to vifit vs, 

For he hath heard of our confederacy 
And t’is but wifedomc to make ftrong againft him : 
Therefore make hafte, I muft goe write againe 
To other friends, and fo farewell, Sir AdicheU , Exeunt, 
Enter the King, Prince of Wales, Lord lohn of Lancafter, Eark 
of Weftmerland, ftr Walter Blunt, and Falfta/ffe. 

King. How bloodily the Sunne begins to pecre, 

Aboue yon buskie hill, the day looke s pale 
At his diftemperature. 

Prinee. ThevSoutherne winde 
Doth play the trumpet to his purpofes, 

And by hollow whiffling in the leaues, 

Foretels atempeft and a bluftering day. 

King . Then with the loferslet itfimpathize. 

For nothing can feemc foule to thole that winne. 

L he Trumpet founds. Enter Worcefter. 

King * How now my Lord of Worcefter? t’is not well, 
That you andl Ihould mestvpon fuch tcarmes, 
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Asnowwemeete. You haue deceiude our truft. 

And made vs doffe our eafie Robes of Peace, 

To crufh our old vneafie liras in vngentlc Steele s 
This is not well, my Lord, this is not well. 

What fay you to it? will you againe vnknit 
This churlilh knot of all abhorred warre ! 

And moue in that obedient orbe againe. 

Where you did giue a faire and tjaturall light, 

' And be no morean exhal’d Meteor, 

A prodigie offeare, and a portent 
Ofbroched mifehiefe to the vnborne times ? 

Wor . Hearemee, my Liege: 

Formineownepart, I could be well content 
To entertaine the lag-end of my life 
. VVith quiet hourcs : For I proteft, 

1 haue not fought the day of this diflike. 

King , You haue notfoughtit.* how comes it then? 

Fall, Rebellion lay in his way,and he found it. 

* Prince . Peace, Chewet peace. 

Wor, It pleafdeyour Maiefty to turne your lookee 
Offauour, from my felfe, and allourHoufe $ 

And yet I mufl rememberyou my Lord.* 

We were the firft and deareft ofyour friends, 

Foryou, my Staffc of office did I breake, 

( In£#eW^time,and ported day and night, 
Tomeeteyou on the way, and killeyour hand. 

When yet you were in place, and in account 
Nothing fo ftrong and fortunate as I; 

It was my felfe, my Brother, and his Sonne, 

That brought you home, and boldly did out-date 
The danger of the time. You fworc to vs. 

And you did fwcare that Oath at Dancafter, 

That you did nothing of purpofe gainft the rtatc, 

Nor claims no further, then your new falne right, 

The feate of Gant, Dukedome of Lancafter, 

To this, we fweare our ayde : but in Ihortfpace 
It rainddowne Fortune ffiowringon your head, 

And fuch a floud ofGrcatnefTefell on you. 


